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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 

| know it's not December, | know, but | wrote this a while back and while rereading some docs, thought it was 
decent enough to upload, so here we are! As for my previous work, I'm still working some stuff out and itll 
take some time. Or maybe I'll never continue its embryonic second part, and maybe | will; who knows? I'll let 


time be the judge of that. Meanwhile, enjoy this random little piece. :) 


A frigid December 25th, 1969 


Somewhere in rural Cambridgeshire 


Prominent yet given the go-by because of its quotidian sameness, the time has once again exquisitely swelled 


into the hush of night, the silvery glow of the less-than-slender crescent in the center of the sable sky 


evident of it. And below the endless expanse of the sky, moving along on one of the earth's numberless 


highways, is Roger, at the heart of the moon's frail rays shining down. 
And around him, nothing but nothingness. 


He doesn't bother looking out his car window to see the perpetual fields of grass he knows are there, the 
same ones he passed when he was on the opposite lane earlier in the day when the blue wasn't bereft of the 
Sun, the same ones that were a glistening, bright green in the balmy light. He doesn't bother to even glimpse, 
because there is nothing to see now, nothing being offered to travel through his optic nerves. He knows that if 
he does, only downright and jagged darkness will fog his eyesight and along the way, slice off the tiniest sliver 
of his heart. The headlights of his car are the only source of artificial lighting, so he narrows his eyes and re- 
channels his focus into their radiance and the seemingly infinite road they illuminate, just like he's managed to 
do for the past half hour. Or has he only been driving for less than that? More than that? He's not 
completely certain; the advancement of time seems to alter every time his mind is busy and every time it's 


not. 


The seed of a sharp reverie begins to flourish in his mind like a newly born flower, partly swaying his thought 
pattern, but he is stil very vigilant as to how he handles the wheel. As he unweaves every thread of events 
that shaped his entire day, he smiles gently remembering everything. From the second he drifted toward 
consciousness in the early hours of the morning, he anticipated the excursion to the place he feels most 
comfortable in the world, where there's no need to hide from internal goings-on, where there are no 
constraints of any kind, and where he can take refuge from adversities. It's the only place that, in the end, he 
finds himself coming back to, regardless of everything else happening around him in his own world.. Because 
there really is no place like home. He's still gushing with a sense of belonging even with the heftiness of the 
Christmas feast at his parents’ stunning, rural home still pulling him down and making him feel pinned to his 
seat. To him, this weight and the cold desolation of the road make wearing a seatbelt seem bothersome to a 
small degree. He's aware that the possibility of a car collision is highly unlikely to transpire, but he keeps the 
seatbelt on nevertheless, despite its too-tight security on him. 


While Roger's family members and old friends lounged mostly in the large family room, catching up and 
skylarking, servings and servings and servings of his mother's culinary prowess filled every inch of the dining 
table, every nook and cranny. And yet, in an uncanny way, there was still space for placemats and assortments 
of glassware and silverware. When eight o'clock struck, everyone gathered in the dining room and filled every 
chair, the aura warm and buzzing with chatter and laughs. There was not a single wrinkle of malaise on 
anybody's face, and at the sight of that, Roger felt his heart soar for a good while. He sat at the center, 
hemmed right in between such a merry and heartwarming profusion of kinfolk, in cheerful spirits as he passed 
down plates and assisted in spooning out helpings if someone's arms fell short of what they wanted to indulge 
in. It's all still so vivid and powerful-the steam of every crowded platter dancing in the air and the sundry 
smells lingering in every corner of his parents’ home, creeping over his shoulders even after he began to 
depart in the wake of lengthy goodbyes and brief but meaningful pecks on cheeks. He can even remember the 
things that were yelled across the table in effervescence, the risible lines of banter, the graze of golden fur 
against his clothed legs from the family dog roaming underneath the table for any morsel of food that met its 
fate on the floor. And he recalls with a small laugh to himself when he went into the kitchen to help his 


mother only to get startled by a strong arm clasping his shoulder from behind, only to find his pie~eyed uncle 


already letting the colors of his saccharine demeanor and lazy eye show. 


But now, after an indescribably pleasant day, he's left with the feeling of rocks sitting in the pit of his 
stomach. Big, heavy things that seem to push out his stomach in all the wrong places. He places a large hand 
over it as if that'll somehow soothe something in there, his lower sides being prodded with a slightly sharp 
ache over how much he ingested and how bloated he feels. Why? He thinks, Why dad / eat so much? He sinks 
into his seat, emitting a drawn-out, exaggerated sigh that conveys only to himself just how overly-overly 
satisfied he feels. In the dimness of his car, he manages to assess the time on his wristwatch by bringing 
forth his arm under the gentle moonlight. It's nearly midnight, the novelty of Christmas Day virtually fading 
away with every minute. At the thought of that, he envisions just how warm and inviting his bed will be when 
he eventually succumbs to a food coma, so with slight impatience, he presses the gas pedal a little further. 
Instantly, his car begins to hum somewhat louder. Not like a thunderous muscle car, but with a feeble rising 


and falling inflection in its hum. Not very groovy, | know. 


He doesn't accelerate any further, and that was probably a good call on his part, because out of the blue, he 
sees a stocky figure in the dark distance, walking along the side of the road. In making sure his mind isn't 
playing tricks on him, Roger squints and sees that attached to the mysterious figure is a large, black jumper 
and a head of healthy tresses. Nothing else. Not the tolerable burden of a backpack, or even something in his 
hands, like the tangible comfort of a cigarette or any other little trinket. /ve seen plenty of hitchhkers, but 
never really this late at night or this empty-handed.. Unrestrained, a certain, pesky thought crosses his mind.. 
Should he let their paths intertwine and go so far as to let himself share the same space in his car with this 
hitchhiker? He's never done it before, and he could refuse to do it now as well, but it's very late, cold, and 
lonely. And who knows what lurks out here at night? But then.he could be tripping himself into a pool of peril 
by overlooking the not-so-little chance that this hitchhiker is the brute that lurks out here at night, foraging 
for prey. Roger steels himself, deciding that he'll just whirl past like he's done to other hitchhikers he's seen. 


As his proximity closes and closes in, the headlights of his car illuminate the road ahead and cause the 
hitchhiker to whip his head around and stick his thumb out-the unvoiced question. Roger doesn't dare to look 
him in the face when he drives by, opting instead for making it seem as if he's the only one on the road and 
glaring at its endless stretches to avoid an outburst of second thoughts or feelings of pity, even though he 
knows the one ambling on the road's edge won't ever know what's going on in his head. But his looking at the 
situation in a different light still appears along with the unavoidable nudge of ruth, flowing uncontrolled like a 
river that has been accumulating. What if he's just an ordinary lad who's had a rough night? Evil cant reside in 
everyone, can it? Perhaps he needs kindness.. Already a few feet away, Roger steps on the brakes and his car 
comes to an abrupt halt. He looks into the side mirror of the passenger side in unsure expectancy, and 
emerging from the darkness is the hitchhiker, his footfalls repeatedly hitting the ground in a short jog to 
reach the car. Letting out another sigh, this time expressing the subtlety of his rising apprehension, he rolls 
down the window beside the passenger seat. /f / die tonight. 


Slightly out of breath, the mysterious man leans down to meet Roger's eyes through the open window, but 
because of the darkness, his face is still indistinct, "Hi." 


His voice is bordering on dulcet, a little on the husky side, but Roger shakes the idle observation off as he can 
only think of the fact that this man did not just carelessly jump into his car right off the bat-a possible 
glimpse into his nature. "Where are you headed?" he immediately asks without acknowledging the man's 
greeting. 


"Erm... The man beats around the bush and looks out at the road, looking a little lost as if the road will 


somehow magically produce his answer for him. "|.I-I haven't figured it out yet," he finally says. 


Ís he joking? Roger's second thoughts start bubbling to the surface again, but he pays nearly no mind to them 
this time. In an odd way, he appreciates the other's candidness. “Erm..well, Islington is where l'm going. Is that 


alright?" 
"Sure" 


"Hop in then" 


Roger unlocks the door for him, and the other gracefully ducks inside without a trace of hesitation, the first 
display of a brazenness that Roger's quite sure won't repeat again so soon. Or perhaps ever again. Once he 
rolls the window back up, he can hear the man's trembling lower lip in the silence and faintly see how he's 
hugging himself for warmth, despite the oversized jumper. Once again, Roger's pity manages to slither out 
before he can put a lid on it. 


"Heater?" 

"Please." 

Roger turns on the heater and feels the tires below start moving in unison again. The droning of the core of 
his vehicle picks up where it left off, and after the warmth of the heater begins oozing in like an invisible mist, 
he hears the man let out a furtive sigh of relief, mixed with a few sniffles. 

‘lm Roger, by the way." 

"David.. Thanks for stopping." 

Roger doesn't respond, eagerly intrigued as to why this stranger was wandering around an empty road in the 
dark, all by himself. He wants to ask him, wants to ask why he doesn't have anything on his person but just a 
large sweater hanging off his torso. But he stifles anything and everything he would've said if he were a 


different person, lest bitterness sprouts in the air as reciprocation to his prying. 


"You're the only other person I've seen drive down this road tonight," David gently says, "Guess | lucked out." 


"Guess you did. It's barren almost every time. Especially at night" 
Bashfully, David forces a response, "Were you just..going for a drive?" 


Roger regrets not holding back his tongue, regrets opening the doors of small talk as he's not exactly in the 
mood for a full-blown conversation. Especially with a stranger that he feels doesn't exactly care about his life, 
but is merely sparking up crosstalk-with such a clear flash of reluctance that he saw right through it-as a 
strange way of showing gratitude. 


"No, |, erm.spent the holiday with my family." 
‘Oh... That sounds lovely." 


Roger keeps his eyes on the road, unable to think of something significant to reply with. It's like there is a 
stony barrier surrounding the part of his brain that produces answers, and, though it doesn't feel safe 
thinking about it around his company for some unknown reason, he knows that he feels this way because he 
can't stop thinking about how the uncomfortable feeling of being replete has coincided with a sense of 
enervation. And while Im driving too. He hopes the other just lets him grant him this favor in silence, instead of 
having to break his back every time searching through the mind-fog for an answer that won't be there. But 
unbeknown to Roger, David's night began with a hard lurch into treading along bumps on the road, and quite 
literally too, so he finds the sound of Roger's voice far more soothing than the voice of his own thoughts, 


which he has had enough of tonight. 

"Where are you from?" David asks, now relaxing his shoulders. 

Roger answers with a sigh, realizing he has no choice, "Surrey. Great Bookham... You?" 
"Cambridge." 


Roger responds in silence once more, only this time it's because he chooses to. He's positive there is nothing to 
say anymore, and after what seems like an eternity, the inkling that David might not have much to say either 
begins to dawn on him. Not much of a talker anyway, is he? But then he realizes that he and his company are 
probably better off like this. They don't need to connect over anything as the two regard this unlooked-for 
encounter as only, in the long run, an insignificant juncture in their timelines-one they'll probably not be able to 


recollect in their older years. 


A few minutes spent in silence roll by as Roger begins to recognize the lit, sparse homes at his sides and the 
secluded paths to them, so that must mean he's getting close to his borough. He'll know he's really close when 
he starts seeing distant silos scattered about like stout pillars made of stacked, colossal coins. And in the eyes 
of other smaller and unworldly inhabitants of the earth in the backseat of a long drive: towering monsters in 


the dark. 


One by one he starts seeing these silos, with long, lingering spaces between them. And within a couple more 
minutes, very unhurriedly, one by one becomes two by two, then three by three. This goes on until the 
grasslands grow smaller and smaller, lesser and lesser until he reaches the exit out of the highway, the 
threshold to gradual bustle. At that moment, right before taking a turn into the exit, he finally musters up 
the courage to glance over at his company, even though he knows the tenebrosity in the car hasn't died away. 
When he does, he cocks an eyebrow in disbelief; David the Stranger has dozed off, right there in his car, 
having only just met Roger not so long ago and already lowering his defenses in a rather rash fashion. Mustve 
been unbearably tired then Pushed up against the car door is his breathing, burly, dark form, huddled up to 
keep the heat from eluding him. Roger notices that he looks somewhat uncomfortable, his neck craned at an 
awkward angle against the window and hair obscuring everything, so when he turns into the exit, he makes 
sure not to do it so suddenly. With another glance, Roger starts to think about where he should let him get 


off. He's still some ways away, but soon, he'll be home. 


In his viewpoint, though he could be completely wrong, David doesn't seem like the type to grumble about 
where he'd like to be dropped off since the earlier uncertainty about his destination already gave Roger an idea 
about who he might be. So for that, Roger feels charitable enough to dismiss insouciantly leaving him on the 
very fringes of his district, as he had fleetingly considered. After all, this isn't such a temible way to let his 


right come to an end. 


He quickly decides that he'll find a nice hotel, and let him get off then 


Chapter I 


David manages to stay in the same slumbering position while Roger makes his way, with gentle maneuvering, 
toward the only hotel he's ever stayed at in his borough, The Rookery. The rooms have a generous amount of 
space to offer, and when the morning sunlight shines brightly and hits just right, it manages to filter through 
the windows and gives the room a hazy glow in an oddly pleasing way. Its a lovely thing to wake up to, while 
safe and snug in bed, which was doubtless the most notable thing in the room he stayed in He knows that just 
that is enough reason to stay there if the time ever comes again. Even the bathrooms were meticulously and 
commodiously built for anybody's convenience, as Roger recalls taking a bubbly, warm bath right beside a 
window and actually enjoying the symphony of sounds that drifted in, with a few, dreamy plucks of bird 
twitters to strengthen it. 


As the bricks of the edifice begin coming into view, he feels certain that David will feel the same way he did 


when he finally gets a room and sees its munificence. 


Roger slows down as he approaches a vacant space beside the sidewalk, and with a simple turn of his car key, 
the engine and headlights cease completely. Ail right, lets see.. How shall | go about this? He peers over at 
David's comatose state, suddenly every sound in the world coming to an arrant standstill, as if stopping in their 
tracks to watch him and what he'll do, as he tries to discern David's features. But alas, the glow of the nearby 
lamppost is surprisingly lusterless and not much of a help. His hair is still in the way too. The silence is just 
shy of still, that he can nearly hear the beating of his own heart and his own inhales and exhales while his still 
darkened orbs scan over every inch of David's ill-lit face, trying to make anything out but it's still as futile as 
when they first met on the road. By now, David's breathing has grown profound, a tranquil repetition of 
unwavering respiring, and Roger, growing abnormally bashful by the second, isn't very partial to the idea of 
touching him awake, especially since its a deep sleep David has plummeted into and itll probably take a few 
nudges. But more importantly, in the sheer simplicity of this particular circumstance, the man's a complete 


stranger, and Roger knows that he, himself, wouldn't want someone he doesn't know to lay a finger on him. 
When he speaks moderately, in hopes that that is enough to rip David out of his dreams, the barrier of 
reluctance is still there even though he keeps his hands to himself. 


"Hey... Mate..." 


David doesn't even stir. Silence is thrown back at Roger as David remains the same. Unmoved, peaceful, 
unaware.. Roger aims to try again, a little louder this time. And perhaps if he just tests David's name out on 


his tongue, he thinks to himself, that will speak to the other further in a way that cannot be explained. 


"David.. David, wake up, mate." 


Thankfully, not much effort is exerted, because the first sound out of David is a drowsy and throaty, "Mm?" 
He sits upright in a languid fashion, looking around with a puzzled frown and heavy-lidded eyes, which Roger 
cannot see, while some stray hairs protrude from the back of his head. Despite the initial confusion, however, 


it doesn't take much time for him to realize where he is and how he got here. 

"Shit." he whispers, "I fell asleep." 

"Its quite alright." 

David yawns and rubs an eye while looking out the windshield with the other, "Is this it?" 

"Yeah," Roger clears his throat, "I figured this was the best option" 

David follows his gaze, looking out his own window at the great hotel. Immediately, after recognizing the 
purpose of the building, he feels a twinge within him, making his heart plummet to his stomach in a brutal, 
downward zig-zag, jarring everything else along the way. He swallows nervously, knowing with absolute 
conviction that if he even implies that his pockets are devoid of essential movables, he could run into a bit of 


trouble. 


This man before him, who has quite possibly saved him tonight, what'll he think? 


"Yeah, it's.it's fine. Thank you." 


Roger fires up the engine again and David exits the car, his legs feeling wobbly from the situation he's gotten 
himself into. The second his feet hit the ground, Roger rolls down the window to give him a few more words of 
his own before his night comes to an end, wanting to keep their departures warm. And David, wanting to get 


away already, stays at the window and tentatively leans into it to listen to him. 


‘Its no problem. Personally, | think you'll like it. Y'know, assuming you've dough on hand." 


David freezes for a moment, his brain going completely empty, not far from a blank, white screen. Unable to 
produce a quick answer, he suffers in transient silence and scrambles for anything. A little laugh? Ridicule him 


and say Who do you think | am? Perhaps say nothing at all? Think, think, think.. 


"Erm..." he murmurs, looking away, already doomed before he can even start. "Of course," he more or less 


mumbles, "Thanks again." 


And just like that, no matter how mortified he feels, he disappears from the window in a flash, never giving 
himself the chance to see Roger's expression. But for what, he muses in his head, so he can wither even 


further from humiliation, to the point of no return? 


He takes a few steps toward the hotel but stops to stand right outside its entrance, looking up at its towering 
body in intimidation and wondering if there's even sense in going inside. 


Roger watches, eyebrows raised. Needless to say, the stranger doesn't have any money and is deliberately 
masking his misfortune with a translucent pretense. Gah, / shouldn't even be finding this amusing.. Roger scoffs 
out loud, shaking his head, still watching the other aimlessly standing outside the big, glass doors. Was this a 
waste of his time? Perhaps. Could this have been avoided entirely? A definite yes. But still, along with his now 
rapidly waning amusement, Roger feels something else stirring inside him. A deep, almost smothering grip inside 
his chest, digging and tightening until the little bell in his head begins to ring. He can't imagine how the man 
must be feeling. Roger's certain he never meant to let it show, but he can see the woe lingering in David's 
aura. From the way his hand is on his hip, to the way he scratches his head in the uncertainty that Roger has 
seen more than once tonight, to the quaver in his voice when he spoke. He knows he shouldn't, knows that he 
should just drive away and forget about all of this, but Roger can't resist the urge to help him, to make his 
night a little better. 


He doesn't think he has the courage to leave him this way, and though he doesn't know David, he knows his 
forthcoming actions will go a long way. /ts fascinating how this has suddenly become my problem, 


He presses the car horn, beckoning David over with the flick of his fingers when he gets startled and looks 


over. Reluctantly and almost shamefully, David walks back over to the open window. 


"Yeah?" 


Roger wishes so much to see his face. "Listen. don't think it's my place to ask, but it seems necessary now.. 


Do you have any cash?" 
David freezes again, "Erm..why?" 


"Just answer the question, will you?" 


Taken aback by his tone and boldness, but still not wanting to reveal the truth, David replies with a nod. 


"We're strangers; you don't have to lie." 


David looks away, realizing just how sick he is of grasping at straws. Of running away. 


"Do you?" Roger asks again, more gently now. 


With nothing left to lose, David shakes his head. 


Roger sighs, waiting a moment before shifting in his seat and delving into the back pocket of his trousers. 
David can faintly see what he's doing, and with heavy, pounding steps, his humility emerges from the 

darkness. 

"Hey, wh... What're you doing, man?" 

"What do you think I'm doing?" Roger opens his wallet and procures several twenty-pound notes. He extends his 
arm toward the one on the other side of the window, only to receive an adamant head-shake and gesture of 
dismissal, and reaching his ears clearly, a soft laugh. But it's tinged with poignancy. 

"No, | can't accept that." 

‘It means nothing to me. Just take it." 


"Thank you for the ride, but I'll figure something out, really." 


"Drop the act and just take it" 


Roger nudges the money further, almost letting it dangle between his fingers in front of David. 


"Look, I'm not worth it, all right? Just go home and-and.forget this ever happened, okay?" 


David leans out of the window, wanting to lock away in the back of his mind the juxtaposition of the acidity in 
his words and the flush creeping up in the shells of his ears and cheeks. But before he can fully escape the 


purr of the car, Roger makes one more attempt at opening David up to accept his once-in-a-lifetime help. 


"So, what," Roger boldly starts, speaking into the air but doing it loud enough for it to reach David's ears, 
"You're just going to stand in front of those doors all night, in hopes that somebody who works inside comes 
out and gives you a room for free? I'm sorry to break it to you, but that's not going to happen" 

"You don't know me," David mumbles from somewhere out and above the window. 

"You're right. | don't. And | don't care to. But I'm trying to help, not make myself feel good." 

David props his arms into the window once more, suddenly wishing that the sun ruled the sky at this moment 
so he could see, rather than hear, the other's selflessness. 

Roger turns his head at the movement in his peripheral, "| want to help.” 


David sighs, hanging his head down, hair falling forth, "I'm not accepting your money. | wasn't raised like that." 


"Fine. If you won't take it, then.. To hell with it, | have a guest room. You-" 


David groans, covering his darkened face as if that'll stop him from feeling like the biggest burden in the world 


"That's ridiculous," he mutters from behind his palm. 


"Look, it's now or never. | don't make offers | don't mean. Think about it: you've already exposed your truth to 


me; might as well get comfortable enough to sleep in my home, seeing as you've already done so in my car." 


The movement of life seems to still completely like earlier, particles of sound being squeezed out of existence 
again between them while Roger awaits an answer. He doesn’t know exactly what could be going on inside 
David's head, the shield he must strain around it and the internal debate over whether he should peel back a 
fraction of it. But Roger tries to step back and understand him, his head making involuntary connections to 
similar, difficult moments in his own past and the godawful bout of bitterness they sprout when one is left to 
crumble without anyone around to pick up the pieces. He starts to recognize that behind that curtain of hair 


is a battle between shame and acceptance. 


"So, are we staying here all night or what? Because | do have to work in the morning," Roger blurts after a 


moment. 


"Fine." David moves his hair out of the way, turning his darkened face upwards to Roger. "Il come with you." 


"Great. Get in" 


Eternally grateful once more, David plops himself onto the car seat with the muted desire to simultaneously 
sulk like a little boy over the generosity he feels he doesn't deserve. Where's the firmness in his born-with-it 
adamancy? How could he snatch up such an offer just like that? The question brings about a maddening, 
endless echo inside the swirl of goings-on in his head, eliciting a bone-deep clench in his jaw. But stoicism has 
never been his strong suit, and as the car starts moving again, he concludes that opening the door and 
plummeting to the asphalt concrete is out of the question Irrational even. Stupid and dangerous and not at all 


like him. 

"Are you sure l'm." he begins without thinking, nibbling the rosy tenderness of his lower lip, "I won't 
be..intruding or anything?" 

"If you're picturing a faceless, scary wife or girlfriend, don't worry about it; | don't have either." 

Roger's answer doesn't quell the dissatisfaction he feels with himself. "Everyone likes their privacy. | would 
understand if you changed your mind and ditched me on a corner. Like that one," David signals out the window. 
"Or this incoming one." 

"Trying to give me ideas?" 


s iT workings he more or less mumbles in return, nis mina elsewhere as he stares ou e window aT a 
"ls it working?" h | bl turn, his mind elsewh he st tth dow at all 


things zooming past. 


Roger doesn't know what to say, so he keeps his mouth closed for now. 


Uncanny luck is in Roger's favor, dead center of his lap, as he only meets with green streetlights at every 
crossing. This hasn't really ever happened before, the fantasy that his vehicle has an unstoppable schedule and 
every light blinks into green when his presence is near. It makes him wonder if the wanderer in his car has 
anything to do with it. Maybe I should pick up hitchhikers more offen It isn't until he's near home that he 


notices the warning light on his dashboard that serves to convey only one thing: low fuel. Great, a detour. 


Roger breaks the silence, "Hey, I'm low on petrol. Do you mind?" 


"Go right ahead." 


Roger implements a risky U-turn toward his nearest gas station, his tires letting out a small screech as if 
complaining about road rash. Thankfully, it takes only a minute or two for them to get there. He pulls into the 
filling station in one fluid turn, the bright lights of its open-air canopy illuminating the car and its leather 
insides. Its completely vacant, every gas pump available and shining like a savior, waiting for someone to play 


their part in its use. More spots to select for Roger but he simply parks beside the first one that is closest. 


When the engine ceases, he tells David, "H's best to get this out of the way now. I'll be out in a jiffy. Do you 
want anything?" 


"Course not." 


Roger decides not to dwell too much on his answer. He finally looks over again, and at that moment, he could've 
sworn his heart recoiled out of its place and jumped to his throat, cruelly getting snug, for David's profile was 
the most stunning profile he'd ever seen. Seemingly sculpted with the finest chisel and softened out in all the 
right places. Eyes bluer than his, in parallel with a cloudless, summer sky-far superior to the odd blend of dim 
gray of his own And Christ, the rosiest, double-lobed kisser that aids his speech. It's all there before Roger, 
every individual lineament divine on its own but dangerously fixed in perfect combination. Too perfect, it 
shouldn't be possible for someone to walk around looking like that. Yet, motionless in the passenger seat- 
showing him how much this isn't a dream and that the comestible form of Christmas spirit is still very much 
sitting in his stomach-breathes the essence of perfect attraction. He ideal of perfect attraction, that is. Roger 
almost wants to shift to get a better look, but as expected, he sees the side-eye David wants to give him and 


turns away in time before his motive becomes full-blown and paints the picture he'd rather keep to himself. 


"Er, l'm going to get a pack of Reds; I'm running low," Roger says without forethought while promptly detaching 
his seatbelt and exiting the car. "See if you like them." 


David watches him leave, the quiet outside world blowing inside for one second for a harsh, cold wave then 


pulling abruptly into a warm nothingness after Roger shuts the door to its face. 


Good A moment, just a moment 


Roger's receding footfalls play out the droop of David's back, the whoosh of the automated doors masking the 
crack in David's false equanimity as he lets out a steady breath through it, unaware he was holding so much 


emotion in. The cushioning underneath him suddenly seems warmer than ever, more comfortable than any seat 


he's been in lately. It squeaks under him as his bones melt, his tired joints thanking him through relieved ache. 


In truth, he doesn't even really smoke, not enough to buy his own little stash of them. If a hand reaches out in 
offering, the mellow intoxication of his lungs is to unfold one blink after, but only then. But oh, what is he 
thinking? My brain must be in the wrong gear. What kind of fate could this be, bringing his mortal coil into the 
hands of another at a time so indiscriminate? And in a few minutes, into the walls of their home. Over and 
over, David asks himself why he is here, what kind of person he is to let his troubles become that of 
another's. Someone so stubbornly caring, reserved yet outspoken about what needs to be said. He really didn't 
have to involve himself, but suddenly, he's the highlight of David's night. He could never do what Roger did, pick 
up some stranger in the dead of night and offer the green in his wallet and his hospitality. He doesn't know 
anybody who would do that. In fact, he doesn't even think he deserves this. Why did he stick out his thumb in 
the first place? 


For a second, he thinks about opening the door and dashing out onto the street, let the street swallow him and 
vanish around the corner to find some park to rest at. His hand lingers on the handle. His heart builds up 
momentum. But in that moment, Roger emerges from inside and makes his way over. With every step coming 


closer, his courage slips from his fingers. Would that be any way to thank him? 


Roger is quick in giving his car the lifeblood it needs, but the whole time, the image of the gorgeous enigma 


sitting inside projects into his consciousness without end. 


He situates the gas pump and climbs into the car. Instantly, he can't help stealing another glance at David, who 
doesn't return it until after his seatbelt is secured and his carton of Reds cuts into his peripheral in offering. 


For the first time, they make eye contact. And David's face is even more beautiful that he initially thought. 


"Want one?" 
David looks down at the carton, "No, |.." /ve already taken a seat in your car. 


"Are you sure? You look on edge." 


David looks into his eyes again, finding them lovely to look at even though it feels like they're piercing through 
him. They're intent, as if he's trying to see what his soul is made up of. It's a strange thing; David feels like he 
needs to look away, which he does, but cannot resist the urge to look again to find out why he needed to. He 
realizes nobody has ever looked at him this way. Not even past partners. He wouldn't mind looking at those 


eyes all night if sleep wasn't a concomitant of being. 


David sighs, brushing off his thoughts and accepting a cigarette. Roger lights one of his own, inhaling gratefully 
as he satiates this itch. He nearly reaches over to light the one hanging from David's sensuous mouth, but out 
of respect, simply hands him the lighter. Their fingers brush, and it sends a shiver down his spine. 


David tokes deeply, exhaling the same way with a gratified edge to it. The other gives the slightest smile at 
the sight of him relaxing under the sway of nicotine. 


Roger turns the engine back on, letting the heater do its job again. Before he rolls out of the filling station, 
before figuring out what he's going to say and do when he gets them home, he makes sure to cast one more 
glance at the one at his side to feed his drooling sight again. The way his lips purse around the filter, his 
cheeks sunken in as he takes a drag. The sound of his breath working, the little glaze in his eye as his nerves 
gradually take on a different, more calmer form. David can feel him. He looks over, meeting Roger's eyes again, 


finding the same look that lay there a minute ago. 


Its short and strangely sweet, but they share their first smile of the night. 


Chapter III 


David does not recognize the streets and their anonymous charm, as he's never conjured a purpose to visit 
this district, but when Roger informs him that they're practically home at a red light, he also points out the 
vast stretches of a very green open space called Shoreditch Park, one of the largest there is in this borough 
coming at about T1 hectares. David merely hums in return, unsure of what to do what that piece of 
information. His eyes catch a glimpse of a street sign that reads New North Road The light turns green, and 
they traverse down the road, closing the distance left between them and Roger's home. 


David notices that there have been various lorries and commercial vans that have gone down this street, one 
after the other despite the late hour. Rumbling and trundling. As Roger pulls into a narrow path that opens up 
to a lot accompanied by lush greenery, he mentions that there are just as many transport cafés as there are 
lorry drivers. This particular road gets quite busy, he says as well, for it's considered a thoroughfare and 
there tends to be a lot of activity on these kinds of trunk roads. "Not that | mind," he adds. The transport 
cafés get quite filled too, as such "greasy spoons," as he likes to call them, are also convenient places for 


trade unions to meet with their members. 
And again, David only hums in response. 


Once the car is parked and David is suddenly reminded of his situation again, they climb out and he is faced 
with the uniformity of brick buildings that tire his orbs from the lack of distinction between them. From the 
outside, it seems each one is a maisonette with a humble porch to them. They look slightly mysterious, but 
David supposes he has yet to see the inside of one of them. But they are private and a bit secluded from the 
streets, which he can appreciate, and he points out the spacious toolsheds behind the buildings. Each 


maisonette also seems to have a back garden. 


Roger points to a particular toolshed. One half of it is littered with miscellaneous objects-bicycle tires, used 
tins of paint, dried pods, a kiln for pottery, and several stoneware vessels that haven't gotten glazed yet-as if 


they're in the process of getting moved out. "That one's mine. I'm currently converting it.” 


They start walking out of the lot and down a cement path, Roger's front white door in sight. David only follows 


suit, considering Roger's words. "Converting it to what?" 


"A studio. For music. Recently though, | did make a mistake and bought the wrong part for a piece of 
equipment, so..l'm a bit behind” 


David cocks his eyebrows. His heart soars for a moment. The white Stratocaster propped on its stand back 
home comes to mind "Music? That's what you do for a living?" 


The two ascend the few stairs leading to Roger's porch, and he gives David a certain look while his hand 


searches his pocket for the key. "Yeah.. Why?" 


David wants to let on that he himself has been bending strings since the age of thirteen, that instead of 
having a shelf of books, he has the immerse collection of records adorning what used to be his bedroom wall 
to create stories in his mind. All varying from the blues to classical, to progressive rock, to highly obscure 
artists. There isn't a day a tune doesn't plague his mind or fill his senses until he feels he can fall back and 
the sound will keep him from hitting the ground, but somehow, he convinces himself that Roger won't care 
about those little details of his life. All of this might be useless to talk about, so in the end, David gets 
discouraged and doesn't mention a thing. "Nothing, | just..l think thats very cool." 


Roger shows the smallest smile and finally opens his front door. 


"Come in," he says, going in first and closing the door behind David. 


Instantly, the faint smell of cigarettes and incense hit his nostrils. Very familiar to his senses, so he's certain 
he'll adapt quickly. When Roger turns on the hallway light, David sees that his home is very modern, yet 
homey. He peeks into the living room on his left with Roger observing closely, waiting for a spark of expression 
from the stunning stranger standing in his home while he takes in the sight of bare polished wooden floors 
under him and the Scandinavian furniture that immediately catches his eye because of its smooth, spare 


structure. The least interesting thing in the room is the television. 


"You've got good taste," David murmurs, turning back to Roger. 


Roger emits a breathy chuckle, the slightest blush creeping up before he takes on a more hospitable tone. 
"You can take off your shoes if you want. You're probably dead on your feet.” 


David looks down at his feet out of shyness and shakes his head, "No, I'm..l'm alright" 


Roger puts his hands on his hips, wishing so much that his irises were able to take photographs because of 
how pretty the other looks when his features turn reticent. Those honey-brown locks falling about, framing 
his face in a way that complements his broad shoulders and the sweet divot in his chin that seems to 
accentuate his plump lips even further in the perfect lighting. "Well, okay. Erm..are you hungry? | can make 
you something quick." 


David shakes his head again. "No, thank you." 


"Are you thirsty?" he tries again. 


Christ, | could drink a whole fountain right about now. Again, another head-shake. "Mm-mm. l'm okay." 


"Are you sure, mate?" Roger begins making headway down the hall, with David following instinctively like a 
puppy as he guides them to the kitchen. "You must be parched, yeah?" 


David remains silent as Roger turns on the light and opens the door to the fridge, his sharp, exquisite features 
illuminated in a white glow as the fridge hums in harmony with him in careful contemplation. Sleep can wait for 
him; he'd rather the other's stomach not be empty. He doesn't know why, but he feels a responsibility for 
David, like he should grant him something meaningful, special, despite knowing that he won't get anything in 


return and that their nascent trust is not built upon bedrock. The thought doesn't rattle him, nor does it feel 
like he might regret anything. He doesn't even remember the second thoughts he had before David climbed 


inside his car; he doesn't care to. 


If his actions elicit a smile from the other, that's more than enough. He'd give up another chunk of his pride 


just to be at the receiving end of such a prepossessing smile in a heartbeat. 


David stares at his lean figure, standing so gracefully while his concern radiates from him even though his 
back is turned. He can feel it reaching him, the warmth of it, the absolute lack of indifference to his beaten, 
withered welfare, caressing the tired cockles of his heart. The sight of those long, sightly legs; how could they 


manage to hold up such a heavily complex and interesting person whose internal life has so much to give? 


David thinks this man deserves every good thing in the world, and he hopes that someday if they ever meet 
again-at a gig that the cosmos devised in order for their paths to cross, a record shop, or a pub-he can pay 


him back. 


"What's your poison?" Roger asks. 


"I'm fine, really. | promise." 
yY! P 


"Right." 


Roger picks out a lager with a twist-off cap from the top shelf, holding it out for David, who declines again. 
This time, Roger rolls his eyes, simply wanting David to embrace his generosities and let things unfold without 


over thinking. 


"You can accept these things, y'know. You're allowed to. Besides, I'm the one offering." 


David sighs, hesitating like in previous times tonight. 


"Here," Roger nudges the bottle to him, "Just drink it. That's the whole point anyway.” 


David accepts the drink with reluctant fingers, finally taking a long, long gulp which alleviates his dry insides far 


more than he could've imagined. 


"That's a good man," Roger remarks with a smile. He goes back over to the open fridge. "So, what kind of sarnie 


do you want? Egg? Tuna?" 


| don't mind anything. Whatever you have is fine. Could be an apple and I'd be grateful." 


Roger chuckles, "David, come on, man. | have bacon. | can make you a nice BLT. What do you think?" 


David shrugs half-heartedly, realizing his bottle is practically empty already. He also realizes how much he 
likes it when Roger says his name. "That's fine. Whatever you have." 


As Roger gathers the ingredients, he says something else that nearly brings tears to David's eyes, one of the 
nicest things anybody has ever said to him lately, but he manages to keep his composure in place. "You're not 


unimportant like you think you are. You deserve to eat." 


David doesn't know what to say to that. A small part of him, bruised with irrationality, thinks Roger is using 
some form of muted humor, some indirect jab that needs to be followed up by a burst of laughter or a 


knowing look to reveal the true meaning and hold it up in the light. Because why would he say such a thing? 


But Roger doesn't do either of those things while David waits with bated breath, not being able to keep his 
attention off of him as he moves fluidly to make him a sandwich. He realizes he is dead serious. His words 
were honest and prominent. They must've rang true to the careful intricacies of his empathy, loudly and 
naturally, for him to have blurted such a thing to someone he barely knows. Someone who, with each 
enchanting minute, can't help feeling this gravitational pull toward him. His words didn't leave space for 
ambiguity-if there was a grey area in being genuine—but kindled such a powerful effect in David without 
knowing. He didn't even bat an eye, as if it was something ridiculously obvious this whole time. But he is right, 
and David knows it takes a lot for a stranger to shed light on something they believe in to another stranger. 
To share a sense of vulnerability on the same plane. It's as if he can read the thoughts David doesn’t dare 
speak out loud. 


While two slices of bread are toasting up, Roger lines up several pieces of bacon on a pan with medium-high 
heat. It immediately reacts and begins to crackle through the air. Nearby, he divides half a plump tomato into 
slices on a cutting board, while a fresh head of iceberg lettuce watches on. "Do you want a snack meanwhile? 


You can check the cabinets if you want." 


"No, I'll wait. But you, | mean, are you going to eat a sarnie too?" 


Roger scoffs as his hands are occupied, "Oh, no. Remember | said | spent the holiday with my family? Well, l'm 
still feeling the effects of that. | eat one more thing and I'm liable to pop." 


For the first time since they met, David lets out a quiet snicker. 


Roger smiles to himself at hearing that particular sound, glowing with pride. 


"What about another lager?" 


David looks down at his empty drink, finding that he enjoyed the taste of it, the fizziness, and the hazy 
sedation it could've brought if he kept on imbibing, but he'd rather drink something that'll actually satisfy his 


hydration, not dry it out. "Erm, actually..can | have some water?" 


‘Of course.’ Roger stops what he's doing at his request, going over to another cabinet to procure a vessel. "| 
have these really cool, erm..beer-brand themed pint mugs that I've been collecting." He holds out a pint mug 
with Budweiser's logo etched across the glass. David does admit that they're pretty cool, and they somehow 
serve to represent a mature tolerability around the influence of alcohol. He watches as Roger fills it to the 


rim with water and places it before him with a thud. 


David looks up into his eyes and smiles warmly, an actual grin, blessing Roger's visual appeal and cursing him 
with yet another memory of the damned smile that renders him weak in the knees, those soft lips curled so 


delectably, making him want to surrender fully to them. How is it possible for a man to be this handsome? 


"Thank you, Roger." 


"My pleasure, David" 


Savory smells still waft throughout the kitchen when the stove clicks off in final succession A thin blanket of 
heat still cascades over both of them when the single pan that was used is left resting with bacon grease 
that no longer spits and sizzles. Roger begins to assemble the sandwich: a simple, yet hearty marriage of 


bacon, lettuce, and tomatoes. With a small spread of mayonnaise on each side as per David's preference. 


Roger places the plate before him with a side of potato crisps. The bag has Golden Wonder written in notable 
red lettering, which, unbeknown to Roger, is David's favorite brand of crisps. Once again, he expresses his 


deep-seated gratitude. 


Before taking the first bite and quieting the grumbles of his stomach, he has a particular question ruling his 
mind. "What time is it?" 


Roger checks his wristwatch. "One on the dot. Why?" 


David picks up his sandwich, a bit shy to eat it in front of the other but, in the end, his hunger prevails over 
this internal battle. "You said you had work in the morning, and l-l don't want to rob you of your sleep." 


Roger takes a seat across from him, covertly hoping he likes the nighttime nosh he prepared for him. "It's 
quite alright, you're not robbing me of anything. I'll keep you company.” 


Roger observes as he takes a bite, smiling in relief when David's face conveys his approval. There's a 
comforting silence as David's crunching fills the room, occasionally taking large swigs of water in between. He 
can admit to himself that this sandwich is probably the best he's ever eaten, and one that was made by a 
pair of special hands. He can't recall the last time he had one that reached this extent of deliciousness, but 
that may just be the day-old famine thinking for him. When he blinked toward consciousness this morning in 
his parent's home, cooking up breakfast was not his priority upon rubbing the drowsiness away. He hasn't even 
been sleeping well, so nourishment was not a concern that took up any space in his mind. Like many other 
things in his life, he feels he's failed at that too. He thinks back on his miserable day, rumination transparent 
on his face as his eyes attain a miles-away glaze, fleetingly wondering if Roger has used his native wit to 
secrete any assumptions about him during their short amount of time together. And if he has, what exactly 
are they? Are they as accurate as he thinks they are? With the way Roger has been looking into his eyes, 
seeing past them in a way no one has ever bothered to, itll be no surprise if he decides that David's downfall 
is showing the whole world what he's feeling simply by connecting his line of vision with that of another's. 


Roger notices his behavior. His eyes, the windows to his beautiful soul, are open and alive with perceptions, but 
they look far away, like they're not focused on anything. Roger doesn't want to interrupt whatever it is that 
seems to be bouncing back and forth between the walls of his skull, but he's oh so curious as to what he 
could be thinking about and what nuance of his personality he's displaying based on his thought patterns. 


Roger decides that he'll lay down easy pleasantries. He would like to get to know him a bit better, and possibly, 
find out why he was alone on a dark road tonight. 


"So what's your full name?" Roger blurts, arm propped on the table to hold his chin up. 


It takes a second for the question to register, and David slowly looks up. "My full name?" 


"Yeah. I'm Roger Waters. Actually, my first name is George, but | rather like my middle name better: Roger... 
What about you?" 


Finishing his sandwich and moving on to his potato crisps, David clears his throat. "David Gilmour. My middle 
name is Jon, but | hate it." And after a moment, he says, "Waters? That suits you. You don't look like a 


George anyway." 


"That's what I've always thought. Does anybody ever call you ‘Dave'?" 


"Yeah, but..! don't really like it.. But | can make an exception” 


Roger blushes slightly, tapping his fingers unwittingly against the surface of the table with a small smile. "I 
lived in Cambridge for a long time too. In what part of it did you grow up? Maybe we saw each other and we 


don't remember." 


ks he really interested? David chuckles at his last remark. "Erm, well.. When | was born, we were living in 
Trumpington. It's just this little parish to the south of Cambridge. But my parents tended to move us a lot, so 
after a while, we relocated to Grantchester Meadows. Which | liked. | liked swimming in the River Cam. Or 
punting. But then we moved to the southeast.” 


"That's..crazy that you say that. | did those things too. Wh-Where did you go to school? | have to know now.’ 


"| went to a school on Hills Road" 


"Hills Road?" Roger is taken completely aback. "What school?" 


David gives him a certain look. "The Perse School. Why?" 


Roger looks shocked, lips parted in surprise. He's trying to remember if he ever saw a handsome little lad with 
eyes as blue as a cloudless sky and lips so plump they resemble a pouty heart. But nothing comes to mind. He 
needs to know more. "You..you were just down the road from me. l-l went to Cambridgeshire Highschool for 


Boys... The Perse School was our rival." 


"You're kidding." 


"| swear l'm not. Are you?" 


David sniggers, “Nol | lived nearby on Mill Road" 


"Mill Road? Wait, so..if you lived on Mill Road, and you attended The Perse School..did you know anyone with the 


last name Barrett?" 


Its now David's turn to be absolutely shocked. Can this really be happening? "Wha... Yes. | did." 


A smile slowly spreads across Roger's face. "Was his name Roger?" 


Holy shit." 


Roger can't help but break out in laughter, relishing the look of disbelief on the other's face. At times, when 
one is too absorbed in matters unfairly designed to make life the enemy of a happily ever after, they fail to 
realize just how small the world can be, how important it is to connect with other people in order to not feel 


alone. This is one of those moments. 


Roger continues, "You're not going to believe me but he's my best friend We play music together.” 


"Are you serious? That's.. | went to college with him when | was sixteen We went to-" 


"CCAT, | know," Roger smiles. 


David leans back in his chair, hands above his head. "I can't believe this. What is going on?" 


He makes Roger laugh again, convincing him further and further that their coming together like this is meant 
to be. He doesn't believe in anything transcendental like that, but somehow, strangely, he feels it was written in 
the stars that he should have left his parents' home at a certain hour after dinner and driven down that 
highway at the speed he was going. The darkness of the meadows around him in those moments, his desire to 
see the greenery he so dearly loves, and his trivial melancholia for not being granted that was all for the 
wrong reasons because really, the hitchhiker he would later run into was the unforeseen, sightly purpose of it 


all. Perhaps if he'd left an hour or two earlier, he might've missed him completely. 


And he would've been home alone at this moment and fast asleep. He would've been bereft of the most 


loveliest sight ever. Even the sound of his laughter isn't enough for him. 


He wants more. 


Chapter IV 


Author's Notes: 

So sorry for the delay, folks. Life ain't easy, but through it all, | finished this part of the journey! | still have a 
lot of love for this story, but this is getting a bit long, so I'm stretching it out just ONE more time (| swear 
lol) and that is it. To those who have stayed tuned, thank you “). This is for youuu. 


David is enchanted to discover that Roger doesn't give off the air of a busybody with all of his questions. He 
has a particularly sweet way of wringing information out of him with his rich inflections, dripping with honey. 
His delicate tact is genuine and far from a rigid approach, as David had once thought without hindsight. Instead, 
he's very good at not skirting the things he wants to know, while attractively making sure not to blur the 
inherent line of boundary between them so as not to cross it. Which only serves to encourage David to come 
as close as he can to it, to him, just to see what its edge looks like. And what he finds is wonderful. He regards 
Roger as easy to talk to-his nasal humor, the utterly immovable competence of his mind, and disarming charm 
colliding so strikingly with his attentive ears. Making him just so, so utterly magnetizing. With each minute he 
spends learning about Roger and discovering things about himself he never knew he could accept, the earlier 
absurdity he felt for not being as open as his host about his own musical inclinations suddenly vanishes as 


naturally as Roger is sweeping him off his feet. 


In the end, along with setting his senses aflame, he ends up making David feel comfortable enough to share his 


love for music. 


Romantically sharing the bag of potato crisps after David's bashful offerings, Roger, like a smitten little boy 
with glossy doe eyes, is in awe when David starts to reminisce about the music that used its magic to 
flourish into the coils of his roots, starting with Bill Haley, which made the other's pulse take bigger leaps of 
its own. Just that is enough to draw him in fully as he can vividly remember sitting at the dining table at 
twelve years of age, Mother preparing lunch behind him, and listening to Radio Luxembourg as Rock Around 
The Clock grooved through the walls. He recalls going out the next day to buy the 18" record with the 
allowance he'd been saving up. When he thought about that a few years later, he knew that the act only shed 
light upon his pubescent naivety about such technicalities when he realized he could've instead purchased the 
45" for better sound. And then when David mentioned blues-savvy Bo Diddley and suddenly having these 
visions of being up on a stage in front of millions, Roger was sure his interest in him would grow bigger than 
his heart could bear and overpower him completely. Like the most heavenly and revitalizing virus to ever exist, 
existing only for him. With sweaty fingers interlaced and eyes watching over every inch of David's face, as if 
unbelieving that this isn't a dream, he keeps quiet as David goes on about listening to the Everly Brothers for 
the first time at nine years old, and feeling like he was soaring through the sky with his bird friends when 


those guitar riffs entered his ears to tickle his brain. It was what made him want to learn the guitar, and so 


he borrowed his neighbor's Tatay at thirteen only to never return it and practiced in his room religiously until 
he was able to stand powerfully on his bed and play along nearly in time with stubby fingers. Roger laughs at 
the image that provokes. 


And his immersion knows no end when David's memory eventually circles back to the boy with the last name 
Barrett, who Roger mentioned later liked to be called Syd to feel differentiated, who mysteriously developed an 
endearing bounce to his steps after getting used to such a nickname. The way David remembers him is exactly 
the way Roger remembers him, how their friendship blossomed into brotherhood. His memories with Syd are 
intense. Two young, unworldly faces as pure as the driven snow smudged over the discovery of self, the 
realities of life, and its difficulties and uncertainties. Syd was the curly-haired boy who pulled everyone in with 
his green, saucer-like eyes and bubbly laugh. He was the one who loved to wake up early to live the day to its 
fullest, who had no qualms about letting others unspool his brain to sift through it or about wearing colors 
that didn't match. Syd was the one who became so good with words, that one wanted a new pair of ears to 
deal with his loquacity at times. But it was never dull being around him; he always had something new to talk 
about. David mentioned that he had a particularly whimsical way of interpreting things, he could look up at the 
skies and, with effortless ease, make out endless shapes in the clouds from nothing. Roger can only agree, 
recalling how big-headed he was as a teen and the admiration he felt toward his best friend for being so 


nonchalantly and brilliantly imaginative. 


Roger listens with ears piqued as David tells him about their lunchtimes at CCAT together, sitting on top of 
cafeteria tables to noodle about on their guitars right after being dismissed from class and being so adamant 
about using their time wisely to share their love for the blues. Right after French and Intro to Art, they 
couldn't help anticipating the sting of strings as mates watch nearby. They weren't as close as Roger and him, 
but the two found joy in dedicating a part of their busy school day to getting to know their instruments 
together, familiarizing themselves with the other's techniques even though they were at their embryonic 


phase. 


And then David's reliable remembrances bring forth a specific memory with Syd in Roger's mind: the time he 


traveled to Formentera with him and other close friends years later. 


It was unforgettable, the whole experience, as Roger tells David with a little twinkle in his eye. They mostly 
spent their days at the beach, and their senses getting collectively bombarded were largely attributed to their 
environment. The unwavering blaze of the Sun beating down on all of them and cooking them to a milky-coffee 
tan, the smell of wet sand, brine, and skunky reefer mingling in the balmy air. The mercurial crashes of the 
waves, slumbering in excruciatingly incommodious beds, and so much sun-burnt skin to see. But what was 
unforgettable wasn't the change of scenery and culture before them. No, it was what happened on the first 
day. David cocks a curious eyebrow and didn't think he'd ever have the inkling that Roger was one to falter 
under peer pressure until he admits that his first acid trip took place there. 


"Oh, Christ," David playfully braces himself with a sweet smile. 


That day, Roger continues, so many things that his ordinary, little brain couldn't even begin to imagine before 
the tab was placed on his tongue had taken shape before his very own eyes. Cartoonish manifestations of 
things he only saw in the confines of a bizarre dream suddenly came to corporeality, bleeding into life as he 
knew it, bulging out from behind the fabric of reality. Every simple perception induced a greater question, 
groundbreaking and epiphanic, and every thought was too ineffable to play into delineation. If he had a pen and 
notepad, the page would remain white and lonely, for his mind was moving too fast and fluidly. He can't put a 
name to anything even now. Every single insignificant thing, big or small or even microscopic, wanted its 
allegory to be known to the rest of the world. Everything held a deeper purpose. And to an indescribable 
extent, one surely beyond the physical plane, he became so aware of his existence and grew so 
transcendentally connected to the nature surrounding him, that he could see with his eyes closed, he could feel 
sounds, and he could hear colors. The fronds of palm trees stretched and reached out to him, seeming to 
breathe in and out as if they had lungs. They enthralled and bewildered him, making for a strange stew of 
emotions. Everything, every particle in the air, was happy. 


Roger grins while telling David that Syd called such an experience an idiotic rhapsody, which is something that 
has stayed near to his heart ever since. Everything around him appeared to possess an emblematic strand, 


that if he tugged at it, a powerful truth would be revealed. 


Syd embarked on that psychedelic journey with him so he wouldn't feel alone, so he'd have a safety net to fall 
back on if things took a dark turn. The trip went on for seemingly forever, causing the tick-tocks of time to 
become fuzzy with insignificance, and Syd was right there for the entirety of it. He lessened the foolishness 
Roger felt for cautiously stepping on the overlay of breathing on the sand, and for gaping at the kaleidoscope 


play of colors in the concentric swirls of his fingertips. 


Even after sharing and relating anecdotes about a mutual, childhood friend who didn't fail to bring a smile to 
their faces while simply remembering him, Roger still can't believe that he can talk about these things with 
someone he only met a good two hours ago now when the sound of Christmas cheer began to melt away for 
the year. Someone who had not a thing to do with him until he accepted the sense of shelter Roger's home 
would ultimately kindle within him. The time on his wristwatch reads two o'clock in the morning, and he's 
surprised that he hadn't noticed how late it is and how long they've been talking. Never once was there a 
moment in their long conversation when he felt restless and eager to go to bed, like he yearned to do earlier 


when David was the mysterious, soft-spoken stranger asleep in his car. 


He couldn't imagine feeling that way now. 


Roger stands to wash David's plate and get rid of the empty but very much enjoyed bag of crisps. David 
insists on doing it himself, as it's the least he can do for accepting to get so kindly fed, but this time, Roger 
lets his words go in one ear and out the other and does not let him do such a thing. 


"Just stay in your seat, mate; it's not a big deal." 


David sighs quietly and observes the muscles of his back shifting with every movement over the running 


water. 


"So you play gigs every week. How often?" 


"Well, our managers are to blame for our productivity, really. They're always babbling to us about certain 
clubs and halls that get plagued with high foot traffic. More so on the weekends than on a weekday, as if 
that's something the average man doesn't already know. And we like to spread out. Just last week, we played in 
Birmingham. Days before that, it was Chislehurst. So, really, every weekend, we're busy. Two gigs in one night, 
and another the next night. Sometimes even another in the tomorrow after that, if they're good deals. We 
often don't play that consecutively in the week, but if we do, its at this little nightclub called UFO. | don't know 


if you've ever heard of it" 


"Oh, | have. | hear they call it London's underground scene. It's a pretty big revolutionary leap in today's 


expression of art, isn't it?" 


"It lives up to its name, I'll tell you that. All kinds of acts are allowed After our album's release, they sort of 
coaxed us into becoming their house band, which, | admit, is probably our own fault for accepting every and 


any gig they throw at us." 


"All for good reason though, right? The owners are impressed; they know the people like you. And it must be a 
bloody good record at that. If | ever get the chance, I'll give it a listen and come looking for you to tell you 
what | think." 


Roger smiles, drying his hands with a nearby cloth. "You know where to find me. But if you think it's shit, you 
can still stop by and I'll do my best to change your mind” 


David giggles. "I'll hold you to that" 


Roger puts the plate back inside its rightful cabinet, where it could rest squeaky clean and forever symbolic of 
the man behind him. 


"So if you're always surrounded by all kinds of acts, loud PA systems, and shindigs filled with interesting 


characters, why do you live over here? If you don't mind." 


Roger leans back against the sink. "| don't know. | like the anonymity of living here. It's different. Its.. think it 
has something to do with the deliberate contrast to the showbiz world that | enjoy. We want to do a small 
four soon, and | think coming back home to a place like this would help me find my rhythm again much more 


quickly. | don't know." 


"You've toured before?" 


"Yeah, but it was cut short. We're doing better now though. | mean, l'm grateful to have found something 
spacious like this at a good price," Roger half-heartedly gestures to his home. "More room for guests too." 


David hides his smile behind a hand, propped on his elbow. He's about to say something else, another question 
to heap onto the rest since he can't resist hearing him speak, but Roger beats him to it. He fleetingly muses 
on how he likes the way Roger says things. Everything that comes out of his mouth is so interesting. 


"Enough about that," Roger states, finally asking the inevitable question of the night, “If | may, what's in 


Cambridgeshire that made me stumble upon you, hm?" 


And then, just like that, like a fire being extinguished when it was just building inflaming momentum, David's 
smile fades. 


It catches him off guard, and he hesitates only for a second before responding. "Erm, my parents.” 


"Oh," Roger frowns, "You spent the holiday with them too then? You didn't give off that impression when we 
met" He takes note of David's once peaceful air deflating into an inscrutable expression. Almost instantly, he 


feels regret consuming him. 


David's stomach suddenly sinks, churning a queasiness out of nothing, and the inhibition in his consciousness 


wants to flare up again "Well, no, it's..." he bites his lower lip, "It's more complicated than that." 


"Complicated?" Its Roger's turn to hesitate. ".Do you live with them?" 


David shakes his head. "I didn't always. | mean, | don't. I'm just..staying over. For a little while." 


Roger gives him a reassuring smile, shrugging. "There's nothing wrong with that. I'm not one to judge any 


fashion of living anyway, if you're wondering.” 


Í wish | could fell you. “Thanks, erm." David mumbles, "But no, its just..there's a situation With them. And | feel 
like | have to be with them. Regardless of the holiday." 


"Its alright," Roger chuckles good-naturedly, "You don't have to explain anything to me; | get it. I'm sorry for 
asking." 


Roger turns around, putting away the clean plates in the dish rack one by one. Plates first, then bowls. His 
hands are moving of their own accord, but his mind is drifting elsewhere while David considers spilling 


everything. 


"| feel like you deserve an explanation," David murmurs, making the room go silent. 


Roger stops. He closes a cabinet, turning back around. That shameful look from earlier, when David couldn't find 
it in his will to let the kindness of someone else's heart stitch the cracks in his own, it's back where it first 
materialized. Contorting his features so sorrowfully, making Roger want to smooth out the worry lines with his 


words. 


Roger shakes his head lightly, almost finding his thinking to be ridiculous. "You don't owe me anything. Its a bit 
silly for you to even think that." 


"But its how | feel. You've been so kind, and | wish | had something just as valuable to give you.. l-l should at 
least tell you what's happening.’ 


Roger gets near and speaks gently, "Look, | can tell this is a sensitive subject for you, but you're not obligated 
in any way to let me in on it, okay? Sure, we've just spent the last hour getting to know each other, but there 
are still things | don't have to know. Now, what do you say | show you the room, eh?" 


Roger's free-spoken hallmark silences him. ".Okay." 


David acquiesces, getting up from his seat and pushing the chair in without another word. When Roger walks 
behind him to lead the way upstairs, gooseflesh prickling his skin over his presence fanning so closely past, he 
thinks about how lucky he is to have met someone selfless enough to be willing to give more than what is 
being asked for. To go the extra mile for a trial where there will be no winner. Or when nothing's really being 
asked for, and he simply wants to do what he deems right. Just as he would want someone else to do if he 
were the one who was troubled and in need of compassion, even if it came from a stranger at the hush of 
midnight. His mind is so refreshingly open, so disciplined in a world where all that matters are the souls living 


in it. A world that needs more like him. 


Seeing the way he carries himself around uncharted waters, David thinks that he must have strong and 
healthy relationships with those around him, and when that particular thought becomes palpable, he can't 
control the nudge of envy he feels somewhere deep and dark inside him. A place where it'd be best not to go 


exploring. 


Roger's footfalls move out of time with David's as they reach the top of the staircase and turn the corner. 
Roger turns on a light and instantly, they're faced with a hallway similar to the one between the moderate 
foyer and kitchen, but this one is slightly longer and less naked with adornments. Including the floors, which are 
clothed with a carpet runner that began at the first step downstairs. There are four doors in total that 
occupy the walls with their mystery, all of which are closed and bestow David's imagination freedom to guess 
what is behind each one. The walls, dowsed in yellow, soft-edged light, are colorful and carved out with works 
of art. Paintings, some in gilded frames, hang like off-kilter poetry and seem to call out your name, beckoning 


to bring you as close as ever but maintaining its allure just enough to not let you quite reach out and touch. 


"Syd really isn't that keen on giving his works away for profit, so.." Roger begins, nodding at all the brush- 


stroked stories that found their home on a canvas, "A lot of them he gives to me." 


"He did all of this?" 


"Yeah," Roger gives a breathy chuckle, slowly leading them down the hallway, "You should see the walls of my 
other bandmates. | don't know how he does it, but he treats every painting like a song. He can just synthesize 
ideas out of thin air." 


They walk past a door, and Roger doesn't acknowledge it, save for a short and meaningless remark: "That's just 


a closet there." 


"The loo is at the end of the hall. You're welcome to use it for anything. | know you're here only for tonight, 
but everything you need should be under the sink And erm, you'll be staying in here." 


Roger opens a door on the right, closest to the closet on the opposite wall. It opens without a creak, his hand 
wandering for the light switch, to reveal a cozy room that is undoubtedly generous to one's bare necessities. 
The bed, now seemingly glowing with velvety and safe promises, is almost big enough for two but doesn't steal 
all of the attention away from the rest of the furnishings in the room. Especially the curtains, for the hue 
that stands out the most is blood red, which is designed into somehow sophisticated tesselations that contrast 
with the entire room. The narrow armoire, plump armchair in the corner, and window to keep his sanity from 


eluding him are enough in their simplistic nature. 


More than enough. More than he deserves. 


A sliver of David's heart breaks off like glass at the sight of it all. 


"Is not much, but..it should do." Roger then nods at all of the furniture. "All of that is empty at the moment. 


But, erm.. can let you borrow something if-" 


"No, no. | don't want to take your clothes too. This is perfect. It's.. Thank you, really. So much. For the ride, for 
having me, and." it hurts David to say it, "and for feeding me. | can't even.. | don't have any words.." David 


murmurs, aimlessly playing with his fingers. 


"Don't worry. You don't have to mention a thing. And its not about want-you'll need something comfortable to 


sleep in And | don't mind at all." 


"But | do," David smiles poignantly, "As long as | take off my shoes, I'll be fine. Really. You've done so much 
already." 


"Are you sure? It does get a bit cold" 


"l'm sure. | can't thank you enough, really. I'm..Christ, l'm-" 


"David, it's like | said: you don't have to say anything. | think you've already given me something in return 
anyway," Roger dares to say, feeling the flutters of butterfly wings in his stomach taking flight, "You sat down 


with me and you told me your stories. That's enough for me." 


This cant be real, David repeats in a mantra, never daring to blink in case Roger is only a phantom vision that 
stems from some subconscious whim. The words resound like a tune stuck in his head, clarity rattling his skull. 
Like a merry-go-round that doesn't seem to relent at any turn despite the passengers—David and his 
wavelengths-needing to climb off to feel the grass between their toes again. He stares back at this obelisk of 
a man before him, who would only grow in height if he inched any closer, and feels divested of his ability to 
speak or grasp any real coherence that might pool at the bottom of his sense. And he doesn't go looking for it, 
but merely feels like the earth beneath him is just out of depth, and everything he ever knew that was in 
place before tonight has toppled back and forth and upside down. 


He thinks back on their long conversation, touched with softened intimacy between the lines, and all the 
moments flit through his mind like little, millisecond joys. Bursting with deafening colors like miniature fireworks. 
His toes finally feel like they're touching the earth, and the only thing he feels capable of doing right that 
conveys his truth is allowing himself to embrace all the nuances of his human nature, of which Roger has 
seemed to have brought out a new, latent shade. David is so touched by him, blue eyes glimmering, but Roger 
doesn't fully catch on to it until David breaks out into the warmest smile he's ever laid eyes on. This, this is 
the smile he's going to see when he's in bed, finding nothing particularly interesting about the ceiling but the 


mental image projected on it. 


David wants so much to murmur, “And there's plenty more," but instead lets his reticence prevail over acts of 


boldness. "You don't mean that," he says with a tinge of pink dotting his cheeks. 


"And why's that?" Roger says back, a slight smirk on his lips, "I'm not in my cups, am |?" 


At this point, all David wants to do is hide under the bed's covers before the other sees what he's doing to 
him. "You're just..saying stuff," David mumbles, punctuating the intent with his own pathetically off-the-cuff 
statement. He really feels he lacks soundness of mind when Roger lets his lip curl up in playful mischief. 


"You must not remember how we met then," Roger stays in place, "| never say things | don't mean 


David lets his eye contact falter, shying away from his lingering gaze. If he's not looking directly at Roger, then 
perhaps he could muster a morsel of courage. "They're only stories, y'know. You have yet to experience.” he 


says. Then in a bashful whisper: "With me." 


‘Oh, is that so?" Roger catches on to his flirts, unique as they are. "Well then, | think this night counts, doesn't 
it? This was a first, for you and me. And if it doesn't, then." Roger pauses, "the morning will always wait for 


us. 


David's blush never returns to its normal hue of pale, for Roger always knows just the words to say to push 
the right buttons. Despite himself, David quite likes that about him and hopes, until the universe crumbles 
down the middle and folds in, that he never changes. Still, he can't hold back a particularly gnawing feeling that 
tells him this novelty of morning won't shed sunbeams on his troubles. He wishes he could never let it dawn on 
the horizon and instead, run away with this man to let the bittersweet anonymity of the night make him 
forget everything. What a sad fantasy, a simply complex case of utterly perfect and wrong timing. But it's so 


lovely to feel that someone is taken with him, muses David as he covertly admires Roger. 


"Jt counts," he says quietly, nodding his head slightly, reassuring Roger. 


They stand there looking at each other for a short-lived moment of silence brimmed to the roof with a 
Tension they can't quite put their finger on, but one only they will begin to unravel in a time stored away for 
future fathoming, before Roger steps away to leave him to his own devices. "Well. suppose you better get 


some sleep, hm? You've had a long right." 


"Right," David takes a step further into the room, turning back around to face Roger one last time before 
shutting the lights off for good. "Erm, listen, l.l really appreciate everything you've done. It really means a lot 
to me, and..! don't think I'll ever forget about this. So, thank you. Again. 


Roger chuckles lightly, thinking they were past the Thank-you's and Youre welcome’s "Its no problem at all, 
David. I'll be next door if you need anything." Roger takes another step aside, his own drowse now beginning to 


crawl its way up To his head. 


"Goodnight, Roger," David smiles. 


"Night. And sweet dreams, hitcher." 


Roger returns the gesture, and simply because he feels inclined to, he closes David's door for him and 
wordlessly bids goodnight to the wooden frame that now holds so much otherworldly power just on the other 
side. He bids goodnight to the death of further possibilities for these remaining midnight blue hours, but the 
rosy tenderness of David's smile burns into the cushions of his brain as something that will always be a 


transcendental presence. 


Chapter V 


Roger had been right about the weather's bite. 


There is a crispness that blows down the sidewalks, a certain kind that can cause even a reputed stoic to be 
swayed. It's cavalier by virtue of nature's causality, in that it tramples past the seedlings that seek purchase 
between the cracks, like an anonymous face colliding with your shoulder on the street without looking back to 
say, "Excuse me." If New North Road were completely bereft of sound, one could probably hear the whispers 
of its concomitant chill wafting through the rustling of sycamores that frame the dark skies. But David cannot 
be bothered to stick an ear out to hear what it has to say about the surrounding verdant wonders and 
stretches of maisonettes, of course, because such frigidity makes his hairs stand on end instead. He's never 
had a predilection for harsh changes in the climate like some others might, particularly for patterns that loom 
in gray billows above the land, unavoidable flurries that always manage to bother his eyes, and unpredictable 
spells of umbrellas. Even in his formative years, a distinct parental austerity stood before his boyish mischief 
with arms crossed, when Mother wouldn't let him go outside to stomp on the puddles. Perhaps that's where it 
all started. Even then, he was resigned to sitting by the window and following the endless tears of the dark 
clouds with droopy eyes. He simply feels there is no place for him within such bleak phenomenons; they strike 
an invariably dissonant chord against his love for the summertime, the beautiful azure, and the sight of birds 
reveling in the sun rather than staying put to keep warm and dry. There is also always a pinprick of gloom 
that follows him everywhere like a personal nimbus cloud, which he could never put his finger on no matter 


how heavily he dwelled. 


How he had trivialized the gravity of this cold December night is silly, although his decision not to borrow 
clothes still remains unfazed. It isn't the same chill that he sometimes deemed invigorating on a brisk, autumn 
walk while looking at all the pretty shoots of orange and feeling the changes of summer's slow decline, which is 
the only exception-its drawn-out death and the unhurried ripening of another winter's beginning-but it's the 
kind of cold that makes him yearn for a presence to fill the lonely space next to him under the embrace of a 
blanket. Nestled beside a chimney's cascade of warmth, sipping tea between pecks on the cheek Its the kind of 
cold that has inevitably managed to force its way into the room where he lies tucked in but awake, paralyzed 
with the need to keep any warmth from escaping him, much to his sleepy frustration 


He turns onto his back with a rustle, letting out an annoyed huff. What a fortuity this is, buried to the nose 
inside foreign walls and blankets, next door to someone whose echoing visage has somehow already gifted him 


eons of bittersweet remembrance, and still unable to find peace even outside his comfort zone. 


By way of fate's hands or a window's sliver of chilly freedom, he finds it unfair beyond comparison that he 
can't simply rest. And it's not that he won't allow himself to; it's entirely the opposite. To reach such a serene 
state shouldn't be far-flung when its the only thing left to do, but he strangely becomes conscious of a 
familiar gut-feeling that tells him this repose, or rather, lack thereof, is just outside the confines of his 
control this time. The bed's covers are silky and cozy enough, akin to the safety of a butterfly's cocoon, but 
ever since his shoes were slipped off with a soft thud a few minutes into solitude, they did nothing to bring a 
good night's sleep to actuality no matter how hard he tried. Tossing and turning, eyes opening and closing, he'd 
slowly found truth in the unsettling idea that his ability to sleep had been soaked up completely by a force as 
intangible as air, surely dripping through the mattress in puddles and left to dry until the morning, when there 
will not be a trace to be found. And somewhere along the way, he'd convinced himself that sleep itself has 
instead become a cruelly chimeric notion. Something inherently omnipresent that, for some reason, cannot be 
shared with him. He can't even remember the last time he felt well-rested, had a nice, nonsensical dream, or 
indulged in an afternoon nap to dispel a burst of lazy lassitude. Has he actually forgotten what it all feels like? 
A good night's sleep.. He's not sure if he can even tether those words together, as the lights had gone out in a 
circumstance he believed was way past his ordinary, and now, he has to endure this He truly envies those who 
lay on their bed of roses, with their undamaged faculty for sleep and wakefulness, now more than ever. It's a 
beautiful prospect while it lasts, a full and deserved circadian rhythm. It was a beautiful prospect... 


When he locked the door out of habit all those minutes ago, he was ready to collapse and fall into a comatose 
realm where nothing is planned or ever grows dull. The soreness weighing down his feet couldn't be ignored, the 
heavy burn of his eyes, so he had laid down ready to be sedated with the languor born of a long night filled 
with wild intricacies, only to discover that nothing would happen behind the pitch-black of his eyelids. He kept 
them closed for a while afterward, thinking any moment, he would uncover a glowing patch of felicity and the 


darkness would eventually swirl into his place of fantasy. But nothing. Not even counting sheep could save him. 


With his feet fidgeting with every minute wasted, he tries once more at present, feeling like he's been laying 
here a whole night already. Feeling like he may already be dreaming in the wake of punch-drunk fatigue. He 
closes his eyes, trying his best to drain his mind of every falling droplet of thought, especially the small, pesky 
ones and their minutiae. In a second, the rest of the world is a black void again with boundless space for free- 
form abstractions, ingrained deeply before him and enveloping him completely like the blankets around him, 
even though all it takes for the darkness to evanesce is a single, small peek out of the veils of his eyes. Just 
that, and tangible, still life can crop up again to burn into perspective. He keeps them closed, however, nearly 


straining them to delve further into the black void until he leaves his earthbound body. 


But nothing happens. Nothing at all. 


He never lets it unfold naturally, like taking a breath or blinking into consciousness in the morning, but it all 
turns out to be meaningless anyway because no matter how long the darkness is there, and how silent and still 


everything is, his endeavors are futile. 


His mind grows restless, just like he feared. And just as he thought: he has no control over it. With a sigh, he 
opens his eyes, defeated. He gives up and succumbs to his swaying thoughts. 


His mind then puts Roger uppermost in his ruminations. The one next door who's so very resplendent in his 
concern and toothy grin. As he lays there, staring at the ceiling, he thinks about how there is nothing more 
touching to him than someone who actually cares about the well-being of others, who doesn't merely pay lip 
service to such a special outlook, but actually takes action upon it. How special that is to him. Although Roger 
was a tad tentative in the beginning, perhaps even abrupt later on, not once did he feel he had to hide behind a 
pretense. David had taken notice of it, from the way he had willingly not kept their inceptive smalltalk going in 
the first few minutes after meeting because he simply didn't feel like doing so. And he had noticed it again 
when Roger pressed him about his financial affairs outside of that imposing hotel, and again when he didn't 
seem like he could muster driving off into the night. After that, the sincerity of his nature was no longer a 
secret. It became this full-blown, magnetizing thing that couldn't be contained even if Roger tried, and he 
shouldn't. It kept glinting in endearing little moments between smoking a cigarette together at the filling station 
and their everlasting conversation about seemingly everything, in the way he spoke and his inherent gestures. 
Or the way he let the divot in his chin make an appearance when he became particularly avid about something. 
They were simple little moments that ran around in circles in David's sleep-deprived brain, worthy of eternal 


thought. 


Roger is guarded when he needs to be, but one thing David is certain of is that he's unafraid. Unlike him. 


Unlike him, Roger knows himself all too well. He can recognize the line between right and wrong without having 
to overstep either side to be certain of which is which and who is who. It was notable, mostly because David 
finds himself flawed in that aspect. That is where everything becomes muddled in his eyes, and it makes him 
feel like a helpless little boy again, afraid of going against what he knows and pursuing what he doesn't. Such a 
thing was put to the test earlier tonight when his uncertainty was eating him alive and he didn't know whether 
he should let himself be taken to Roger's home or find refuge on an empty park bench. The former seemed a 
safer recourse, despite his humility bubbling to the surface and making him feel like a millstone around Roger's 
neck. He had made a decision, in the end, and although the air between them was potent enough to intoxicate 


him and he can't imagine ever letting his memory tarnish, he still doesn't know if it was the right one. It only 


felt right, but was it truly? Would someone else have done the same? His gratitude to Roger extends to 
infinite regions because what he's done is unparalleled to anything and too great to play into coherence. David 
truly can't fathom this night's turn of events, regardless of playing them over and over. There won't be a day 
or night when he won't think about the fascinating complexities of his host's spirit or his simple gaze. Or his 
groovy rings. Or the particular way his long fingers brush his lower lip when he's listening attentively. Roger is 
a paragon of allure who can cut across a space with cool elegance and keep your eyes from averting even 
after he leaves the room. You had to listen to his intellect, and if you missed the words, you were hung up on 
wondering why he didn't bother repeating them. There's simply..a beauty to him, both inside and out. Even his 
way of thinking is attractive and yet, as it were, David feels he's on the wrong side of the line. 


He slowly comes to terms with the cusp of this restlessness, its cause, and why his mind is still running and 
still turning over interior monologues that take shape like a filmstrip in motion He realizes that it's all only 
partially attributed to the cold weather. F that. Everything outside of that window doesn't matter anymore, 
the lorry trucks passing by every few minutes and the faint sound of trees dancing. What matters now is 
what's in the room with him, keeping him company under the blankets and sneering. The window to his heart 


isn't opaque anymore; it's all clear now. 


It's guilt. 


David feels guilt. Unlovely, colorless, razor-sharp guilt. Roger didn't have to vocalize it to convey that he didn't 
need, nor even want, anything in consideration of his actions, happy just to be able to do thoughtless things, 
not for the sake of pleasuring, but because he couldn't think of anything else to do than follow his heart more 
often than not. It pains him to see the many forms a person's suffering can take up, and not relent. He doesn't 
care for the consequences; he'd rather be charitable than selfish. He'd rather share a smile than live his life 
at the threshold of ignorance. He's happy just to give and not take if it means he can bring a better tomorrow 
for someone and preserve his sanity alongside. He said more than once that he doesn't need anything in return, 
but David cannot resist feeling guilty for not having anything of value even if he planned on dismissing Roger's 
words and giving him something anyway. Something meaningful, and full of life. 


Roger deserves to cup the whole world in his hands, to spin it and marvel, and it breaks David's heart that he 
can't even give him any sort of payment. It's unfair, putting Roger in shoes that are two sizes too small for 
him and expecting everything to be easy. He had utterly changed the course of his night, made him go out of 
his way, and be sweet, and for what? Only to feel this way in the end, like he's capitalizing when he doesn't 
mean to? Roger doesn't deserve this intrusion and doesn't deserve to invest his energy into someone he 


probably won't ever set eyes on again. And he certainly doesn't deserve to be fed into any false expectations, 


no matter how much it endeared David to see that damned twinkle of hope in his eyes, raw and real to the 


touch. 


And David's personal life doesn't deserve to be walked out on, as if it weren't important in the first place. 
What was he thinking, literally stranding his troubles as if by some way of magic, they'll disappear? Was he 
hoping that would happen, that if he walked into the dark, every worry would muffle and blur somewhere 
behind him? That seems awfully pathetic now. Something a helpless little boy would've done, which he is no 


longer. 


Nothing was intended to happen, he realizes, not even the normality of sleep. Every worry is still ever-present, 
and every minute here feels wrong, so very fucking wrong. If his parents are somehow awake at this hour, 
they must be worried to death. He can envision them now, the wrinkles of distress across their faces, their 


joints tired and not quite as robust and reliable as they once were. 


They don't deserve to be abandoned. What kind of a son is he? 


| cant stay here; what am | thinking? 


David sits upright in one fluid movement, swinging his legs over the edge of the bed. He's not sure what the 
time is exactly, but from what he sees around him, the room has gradually been dowsed in a very dark, 
melancholy midnight blue; the only telltale sign to the dreamers of this borough that morning is still 
somewhere behind the horizon, just barely kissing it. 


To avoid any thumping of heels, he discreetly leaves the room without putting his shoes on. Walking past Syd's 
paintings in the hallway, it feels..cruel, leaving like this, without a word and not looking back. Roger will wake up 
in a few hours, perhaps with a smile at his vivid and revitalizing memories of the two. He'll go downstairs to 
prepare tea and breakfast, then perhaps spring up along the stairs to fetch David, only to find an empty bed. 
The indentations of his body and its distinct contours will be there, in delicate creases, but it'll be as if it all 
never happened, and no one ever laid their head down. It'll all just be a dream, a phantom of something past 


and once entrancing. 


David's heart twinges with sorrow at the prospect. 


But before he could fully surrender to these unwanted thoughts or turn away back to the room in a fit of 
sudden remorse, he hears the shuffling on the first stair too late before turning the corner, and then... Roger. 
They gasp in the dark when they catch sight of each other, nearly colliding. David's heart begins to pound 


against his chest like a caged animal, as he can faintly see a glass of water in the other's hand. 


Roger is stunned. "What are you doing?" he whispers. 


David gulps down the lump in his throat. What can he possibly say? "l'm..l-" 


"Are you..are you leaving?" There's something in his voice David can't place. Almost like he'd really wanted to 


say Why are you leaving? 


David nods but forgets that its a bit dark and he might not have seen him. "Yes." 


Roger tries his best not to outwardly flinch at his answer. He doesn't know where this is coming from. As he 
looks over the other's dark figure, he thinks about how everything had been fine. Wonderful, even.. Right? 
"Why? Did | do something?" 


"No, of course not," David takes a step toward him, "It's not you.. /m the problem." 


Roger stays in place, allowing him to be closer. He shakes his head, unbelieving, "But you're not. | thought. 
thought we were.. | told you you were welcome here. You still are, that hasn't changed. You're far from a 


burden if that's what-" 


"No," David shakes his head, absorbing his words and not agreeing with them at all. He finally musters the 
courage to be blunt, something that was nearly impossible to find the previous hours. "No. You're wrong. | am. 
Honestly, | have no bloody idea what I'm doing here. | didn't mean to interrupt your life, you're a good man and 


you don't deserve to be taken advantage of. | shouldn't be here, | should be home- ' 


"Okay, okay," Roger stops him with a frown upon his face, his pragmatism taking the reins, "First of all, you're 
not taking advantage of me. As | said, you're welcome here. More than welcome. You're here because | want 


you to be. And second of all, what happened? | thought you were asleep." 


"| couldn't," David admits quietly, hanging his head. "I just...” 


"Hey..." Roger softly says while he puts his glass of water on the floor for a moment, this overwhelming need 
to reach out and touch his shoulder washing over him. But he keeps his hands to himself as he delivers his 
next words. "It's alright. Hey," he says, making the other look up, "I know | said there are things about you that 


are unnecessary for me to know, but..you can tell me now. | know you've been wanting to..." 
M y M g 


David keeps quiet, biting the inside of his lower lip as he fleetingly mulls over his host's gentle words. 


"David, what's really going on? Why are you running away at four-thirty in the morning?" 


David sighs, trying to look into his gorgeous eyes through the tenebrosity. He figures he has nothing left to 


lose, so he whispers his next words, "Everything is just so complicated." 


Roger feels compelled to whisper too. He speaks gently, with concern. "What is?" 


"My life. Everything is fucked." 


"What do you mean?" 


"| mean.. God, why am | even..? | mean it's everything. My personal life, my family, my friends..." 


"Tell me. Just talk; | won't say a thing." 


"Okay," David breathes out the word as if bracing himself. "My..Roger, my mum's very sick. And-and its got, 
really, nothing to do with cancer, or the flu. It's..her brain. There's something very, very wrong. See, she can't... 
she can't remember my name sometimes. Or-or..the name of her favourite diner. Or..sometimes she can't 
recall something my dad said five minutes prior. Sometimes she doesn't utter a single word all day, because it 
seems like she just can’t understand what anything means anymore. Do you understand what l'm saying?" 
Roger nods, and David continues. "It's really frightening, she's just..lost somewhere. And my dad, he..he doesn't 
work anymore. They can't care for themselves the way they used to. That's why I'd decided to stay with 
them, to do the best that | can but it's all gone to shit" 


"How?" Roger asks, still whispering. 


"| mean | haven't had a job in months. It's so fucking embarrassing. I've just been living off of borrowing, doing 
weird fucking favors, and savings. Savings that are devoted to my parents, for their meds, for appointments, 
for fixtures around their home to make things easier. Food, water... | can't even pay my own rent, because if | 
do, I'll have less than what | need. And anyway, it doesn't matter; I've already got the court papers telling me 
I'm evicted. All my stuff, it..it doesn't feel as if any of it is mine anymore. | don't even have a truck to move it 
all, or a friend to help me because a lot of them have stopped talking to me. | haven't slept in my own bed in 


weeks.. There's probably about an inch or two of dust on my record player.” 


Roger said he wouldn't say a thing, but even if he wanted to, he doesn't know what exactly fo say. 


"And..when you were offering your money to me and | rejected you, back at that hotel..| told you it was 
because | wasn't raised like that, and that's true.. But | didn't take your money because | didn't want you to 


see that money is what my life revolves around now." 


Roger closes his eyes, hanging his head as David had done earlier. It hurts so much to hear such things. It 
puts so many certain aspects of his life into perspective, especially the absentmindedness of taking something, 
anything, for granted. He couldn't imagine that this is what David had been carrying with him all this time, 


almost crushing him under the weight of it all. It's a wonder how his knees haven't buckled. 


"And, Christ, | don't want to see my parents in a nursing facility. Its too soon for that.. So, you see? It's all 


unfixable." 


"Don't ever say that again. What about your siblings? You have them. " 


David shakes his head lightly. "They're not even in Cambridgeshire." 


"Why haven't you called them up? Do they even know what's going on?" 


"Of course they do. They're just in their own world" 


Roger cannot believe his ears. "That's no excuse, David. Siblings should have each other's backs. Why don't they 
play their part, instead of leaving you all alone in this?" 


"Because..." David sighs, not wanting to say more than he should, but he seriously needs someone to talk to 
about these things. Thats something he's failed to mention to Roger: just how lonely he truly is. "That's 
another story.. | never told you about it” 


"Do you want to?" 


David decides that he does. He does want to let Roger in on it because he knows he won't ever make him feel 


bad for doing so. 


"My parents..they sent us all to a boarding school when we were really young. Bairns, really. I'd just learned to 
tie my shoes. It was..one of the most frightening experiences of my life, and my siblings were never able to let 
it go. My parents had gone to America because my dad had landed a job there, but the thing is..they didn't 
take us out first thing when they came back It seemed they were enjoying life without kids, so we spent New 
Year's there. Twice. And my siblings, especially Catherine, resent my parents for that. Ever since. It might 


sound a bit silly, but it's real. And..bitter." 


Roger stays silent for a moment, choosing his words carefully. "I believe you." 


"| can't force them. | just can't." 


"No, you're right. If.if they dont want to help, then no matter how much it hurts, its upon them to 
remember where they came from." Even if its foo late. "David, regardless of how you feel, just know that 
you're doing a good thing, staying by their side. Going through their changes with him..it's what they did with 


you as a kid. You're a good person, David." 


"No, l'm not." 


"Yes, you are-" 


"No, I'm not, because I'm here and not there" David points a sharp finger to a nearby wall, but his intention 
extends far beyond it, to the long highway giving way to Cambridgeshire, where his father and mother have 


currently been left to their own devices. 


At the truth of his remark, Roger falls deadly silent. The silence between them is thick with a tension they'd 
never felt with the other until now, and the darkness around them does not do anything to help conceal it in 
the shadows. David lets out a breathy chuckle, shaded with a deep, dark poignancy. Nearly rueful. He suddenly 
remembers just how tired he is, his legs still sore and his mind still torn and burnt around the edges like a 
book long neglected. He doesn't know how much longer he can go on like this. If he closes his eyes, he can see 
himself somewhere in his narrative of a paradise, foreign and beautiful and balmy with sunlight. Perhaps with a 


certain someone lounging by his side, a spliff hanging from his tempting mouth. How far-fetched. Pathetic. 


"I don't even know how | ended up on that road," David softly begins, "I just..l just wanted to go for a walk To 
forget for a little while. And before | knew it.. climbed into your car like an idiot" 


Roger strangely feels he should say, /m sorry, but he doesn't know what for. 


"That's why | have to go," he finally states, "I can't stay here. It's not right. And it's not fair." 


And its David who reaches out and wraps his hand around Roger's bicep, before letting his fingers slide down 
tenderly to rest around his forearm for a short moment. He squeezes him, relishing his soft, smooth skin 


under his tight grasp. 


“But..thank you," David whispers. 


"For what?" he whispers back. 


David smiles at his modesty. "For everything. | don't know a single person who would've done all the things you 
did for me. You're special, Roger." 


"You are too." 


David shakes his head. "I'm just a vagabond. Nothing special ‘bout that." 


He lets go of Roger, his sigh radiating sadness. 


He prepares to go down the stairs and out the door. "See you around?" 


Roger pauses before responding with something else other than a farewell. "Let me give you a ride back at 


least." 


"What? No, you've helped enough. I'll figure it out" 


Ridiculous, Roger thinks. "How? It's nearly five in the morning. How are you going to-" 


David slips on his shoes and begins down the stairs with Roger following closely behind him. "Ill figure it out. If 
| was able to get here, then | can find a way back." 


The two reach the front door, but Roger extends a hand and grabs him by the arm. 


‘lm giving you a ride. Let me just get ready." 


"You've done so much already, | won't accept another thing from you." 


"Okay, fine. Let me get my wallet at least, just wait here." 


"No," David draws out, tone changing slightly, "Stop, | don't want-" 


"David, you've no fare. At least take the tube. Just wait here." 


"I said I'm not taking another thing from you." 


"I just want to help," Roger explains, raising his voice a tad. All he wants is for this sweet, young man to get 


home in one piece. "I really don't mind giving you-" 


"Well, | dol" David says firmly. He sighs, "| understand that you want to help, but |..| need to do this alone. 
You've given so much of yourself already, you deserve to keep some bits. Believe me, meeting you, Roger, has 
been..one of the best things that have ever happened to me lately. | wish we'd met under different 
circumstances..so | could stay. But | can't. | have to get back. And don't worry about me; I'll find a way. | 
always do.. But I'll see you around, right?" 


Their eyes meet for a moment, communicating silently the things they would've said had they met under 


different circumstances. Their bodies long for another touch on the arm, another feather-like graze upon their 


peach fuzz. And Roger grants David that whim when he turns to leave once more, and he seizes his arm again 
to keep him from going. In a desperate, soft coo, he murmurs one thing, and one thing only: "David" There's an 
indescribable pain in his voice, yearning so badly for something, anything, from him, before he disappears 


indefinitely. All of this, it does feel like a dream. 


David understands him. Feels him. "Roger. We'll meet again. | promise. I'll buy your band's record, and I'll come 
looking for you to tell you what | think. And if | don't like it, then you can change my mind. Just like you said 


you would. | promise.. But | have to go now." 


Roger doesn't relent. He still holds his arm, but more gently."Wait.. Before you go..there's one thing I'd like to 
do." 


"What?" 


Roger steps closer. More intimate than they'd ever previously been. David has to look up into his eyes, and 
what he sees lying there is blatant and breathtaking, and tells him what Roger is thinking about. ".Can | kiss 


you?" he whispers, rich and stirring. 


David cannot help his eyes growing curious, and if it weren't for the gloomy hues of dark midnight blue still 
painting everything, Roger would see his cheeks dotting with the brightest pink. Instinctively, David bites his 
lower lip, and a rush of emotion runs through them like currents when he nods. With a single word, Roger has 


his answer: "Please" 


Roger doesn't waste a second in pressing his warm body to David's and bringing their lips together as he'd 
craved to since he first laid eyes on them. As they should come together because it was necessary to every 
fiber of his being. To depart without having done so would be a torture far from sweet. At first contact, 
David's stubble sends uncontrollable goosebumps across Roger's arms and nape, but he doesn't think he could 
ever get enough of it. No, not ever. He'd rather shiver in his arms than shiver from the cold. David's lips are 
incredibly soft, and perfectly succulent, just like he thought they would be. Roger feels eyelashes brushing his 
cheek with a lightness resembling that of a feather's graze, then, his nostrils getting invaded with the faint 


smell of cologne and most arousingly, David's skin. Roger inhales deeply, ignoring everything else and taking in 


something new and igniting. He savors his taste on the back of his tongue as much as he can, and Christ, he 

finds that David's taste is better than anything he's ever had. Just want to eat him all up.. He wants to lap at 
his tongue for more, to feel their teeth butting and chins jutting in blissful rapacity, to kiss him until their lips 
are swollen and red because he knows deep down that it's all his-this particular taste. Nobody else could have 


it but him. 


And its addicting. And it's insufficient. And the kiss ends right after it starts. Roger nearly wants to cry out in 
frustration, internally cursing the way fate has chosen to overlap their respective paths, but he knows he 


must let go. 


When they detach, they're breathless, taking up the same dense space, the same, hot breath. Physics be 


damned. 


"IIl find you," David croons, the corner of his lip curling in a heart-rending air. 


Roger nods, feeling as assured as ever but unable to think of another thing to say. All he can manage is a nod 
because he feels that if he opens his mouth, something without a modicum of reflection will come out and 
taint what is supposed to be singularly precious. He mustn't be selfish. What is there left to say that hasn't 
already been uttered and, simultaneously, silently communicated without a signal of such physicality? He's 
empty, pockets devoid of a last gasp. He watches David open his front door, a gust of cold hitting their bodies 
all at once, which still buzz and sheen ever so slightly from their touch. Roger lets his face register one last 
time before David steps a foot out the door. 


"Goodbye, Roger." 


"Bye, David." 


Just as he showed up in Roger's life, he disappears with the same startling ambiance. He closes the door, and 


that's it. He took a piece of Roger's heart and left. Roger is wrapped again inside the warmth of his place, but 


it feels terribly unfamiliar and unbearable. Its significance is paled when compared with the warmth of David. 
He can still feel his fingers wrinkling his shirt, the fabric balled in his fist as if dreading the very idea of 
letting go. As if the world will tip over above a dark abyss if he doesn't hang on. David's hair was the finest of 
silk when he weaved his fingers through, slightly tangled in the best way. He won't ever let the memory of 
that cease to influence him. If he licks his lips, he can still taste the ghost of David's saliva He touches his lips 
with the tips of his fingers; his way of iterating and making sure it stays. 


There will be a time for selfishness later, when fate brings them together again to give them another chance 
at harmony, and itll be right. And there won't be any but's, or what-ifs. Ill be written in the stars. He hadn't 
expected to be so affected by a hitchhiker, or the matters revealed when getting to know him, but he doesn't 
regret a thing, despite the heartache, and he hopes from deep in his heart of hearts, that David finds a way 


to better his situation He wants nothing more. 


But for now, Roger can't see himself driving down that long, green highway for a long, long time. 


